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Smiles  and  tears  of  a  heart, 

Like  scattered  beads  are  strewn  upon  these  pages — 
Ye,  who  hold  the  thread  of  love  and  understanding, 
Will  link   them   up  again — no   more  demanding. 
To  others  they'll  remain  throughout  the  ages, 
Mere  scattered  beads — rough  strewn  upon  these  pages. 
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IN  MEMORY. 

In  memory  of  many  happy  hours 

By  sea  and  shore — 
Sweet  thoughts  of  which  must  linger  in  my  heart 

For  evermore. 

Though  they  are  gone,  and  lost  to  us  for  aye — 

Drowned  in  life's  sea — 
Soft  waves  upon  the  beach  of  Dreamland's  shore 

Bear  them  to  me. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

The  moon  shone  bright  with  its  glorious  light 

Over  the  dreaming  sea, 
And  the  wavelets  smiled  and  laughed  blue-eyed 

On  all  fair  things  that  be. 

And  they  breathed   'neath  the  moon,  with   a  sleepy 
croon, 

Of  pearls,  and  blue  and  gold, 
And  smiled  in  their  sleep  'mid  the  quiet  deep, 

At  the  wonders  which  they  enfold. 

i 

One  star  hung  bright  in  the  opal  night, 

Like  a  lamp  in  a  realm  of  sky, 
With  a  steady  gaze,  through  the  slumbrous  haze 

'Twixt  this,  and  the  worlds  on  high. 

And  our  boat,  with  sail  all  ghostly  pale, 

Glides  o'er  the  silent  deep, 
With  stealthy  thread,  as  if  in  dread 

Of  waking  its  whilome  sleep. 
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And  the  stars  will  beck  to  the  souls  on  deck, 

And  hush  their  laughter  and  glee, 
And  fill  their  hearts  with  dreams  of  the  past, 

Or  dreams  of  what  is  to  be. 

But  the  moon  must  wane,  and  no  more  again 

Its  light  o'er  the  waters  fling; 
And  the  years  must  roll  with  a  chime  or  a  toll 

For  men — What  will  they  bring? 


A  BIRTHDAY  GREETING 

"Greetings  from  one  who  loves  thee!" 

Is  the  message   I   send  to-day; 
"Love,   and  the  truest  wishes 

From  one  who  is  far  away." 

I  cannot  be  there  to  greet  thee, 

Or  tell  thee  all  I  would  say; 
Perchance  if  I  were,  the  words  would  not  come, 

But  foolishly  hide  away. 

But  if  a  white  seagull  is  floating 

With  soft  wings  over  the  sea, 
Just  look  in  its  eyes,   and  you'll  find  me 

Looking  straight  out  to  thee. 

And  when  a  soft  wind  comes  stealing 
Through  the  trees  and  the  sunlight  clear, 

Linger  and  listen  a   moment 

To  my  words  of  love  in  your  ear. 
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And  mayhap  these  soft  things  of  nature, 
Will  breathe  in  your  soul  to-day, 

Thoughts  which  my  pen  cannot  utter, 
More  than  my  heart  can  say! 


TO  ROTTNEST  ISLAND. 

Fair  child  of  the  ocean,  so  lovely  thou  art, 
Thou  ever  must  keep  a  warm  nook  in  my  heart. 

Thy  hills  are  so  sunny,  thy  valleys  so  fair, 
With  never  a  breath  of  the  world's  pain  or  care. 

Thine  half  sleeping  eyes,  with  their  wonderful  hue. 

Have  caught  from  the  skies  their  bright  beautiful  blue. 

I 

In  Spring  thou  art  decked  with  the  fairest  of  flowers. 
Clematis  and  wattle  entwine  all  thy  bowers. 

The  sun  gazes  down  with  a  wealth  of  warm  smiles, 
And  with  just  a  soft  touch,  the  swift  hours  he  beguiles. 

And  the  wind  softly  stealing,  will  pause  in  her  race, 
With  a  long,  lingering  kiss  on  thy  fair  flushing  face. 

And  the  sea  with  soft  croon,  as  you  lie  on  her  breast, 
Doth  lull  thee  to  Dreamland,  and  hush  thee  to  rest. 

Fond  Child  of  the  Ocean,  spoilt  Babe  of  the  Seas, 
Wooed  by  the  sunshine,  and  kissed  by  the  breeze. 

Fair  Child  of  the  Ocean,  so  lovely  thou  art, 
Thou  ever  must  keep  a  warm  nook  in  my  heart. 


"DESTINY" 
(A  picture  in  the  Art  Gallery,  Sydney). 

A  man  and  maid  were  dallying  in  a  field — 

The  sun  was  hot,  and  neither  thought  of  showers — 

And  he  was  strong,  and  she  was  soft  and  young, 
And  with  their  hair  they  mingled  perfumed  flowers. 

And  so,  to  them  the  world  was  one  long  day 

Of  gorgeous  Summer,  as  they  laughed  and  strayed, 

And  took  no  heed,  but  carelessly  lived  on 
In  glancing  moments  as  they  slept  or  played. 

But  swift  a  cloud  obscured  the  burnished  sun, 
And  when  it  passed — lo! — by  their  side 

A  woman  stood,  so  young,  so  grand,  yet  sad 
As  is  the  fair,  pale  moon  at  ebbing  of  the  tide. 

Dark  was  the  hair  which  blew  across  her  face, 
Sombre  the  gown  that  flowed  about  her  feet — 

i  he  hand  that  lay  upon  the  shoulder  of  the  man 
Was  strong  with  power,  as  when  twin  currents  meet. 


And  swift  he  turned,  and  gazed  upon  her  face — 
Forgot  were  maid,  and  all  the  Summer  sheen — 

A  smile  of  bold  defiance  clothed  his  lips, 

But  eyes  burned  dim  with  dread  of  the  unseen. 

As  eye  held  kindred  eye,  and  souls  were  borne 
With  one  swift  rush  beyond  this  world  of  ours, 

1  he  man  and  stranger  woman  turned  and  passed 
Together  from  the  field  of  flowers. 


EVENING. 

A  soft  haze  falls  o'er  the  distant  hills, 

And  over  the  western  sky; 
A  grey  mist  steals  o'er  the  river's  breast 

And  the  gums  o'er  the  water  sigh. 

Silence  has  laid  on  the  trembling  lip 

Of  the  world,   a  finger  of  peace, 
And  gently  closing  the  tired  eyes, 

Slowly  the  heart  throbs  cease. 

Sad-souled  Night,  with  her  dewy  eyes, 

Steals  with  her  dusky  tram, 
And  far  away   to  the  Garden  of  Sleep 

Is  bearing  the  aching  brain. 

With  the  tender  touch  of  a  love  divine — 
Till  the  pale  Dawn  slowly  nears — 

She  is  washing  the  stains   from  the  wearied  heart 
In  the  flood  of  her  own  soul's  tears. 


DAWN. 

Softly  steal  o'er  the  summer  sky, 

Early  Dawn — 
Heaven's  zephyrs  are  whispering  by, 

All  forlorn. 

They  look  for  thee  o'er  the  eastern  hill, 
And  search  for  thee  in  each  silent  rill, 
And  I  hear  them  melt  in  a  murmuring  moan, 
As  they  wander  by  in  the  mist,  alone. 

Swift  as  a  ray  of  opal  light, — 

Half  divine — 
Dawn  springs  up  from  her  couch  of  night, 

In  another  clime. 

All  nature  bows  in  a  prayerful  hush, 
Then  with  a  swift  and  breathless  rush, 
All  things  in  earth  and  sky  and  sea, 
Pour  forth  their  soul  in  ecstacy. 


DREAMS. 

Dreams,  Dreams,  wonderful  Dreams, 

Washed   in   by   the   waves   of   the   sea — 
From  the  land  of  the  sunset,   ruddy   and   gold, 
Or  the  icebound  shores  which  the  mists  enfold, 
Come  unto  me! 

Dreams,  Dreams,  shuddering  Dreams, 
Dashed  up  in  the  hiss  of  the  spray, 
Borne  on  the  crests  of  the  billows  that  fly, 
Mirrored  in  clouds  as  they  whirl  through  the  sky- 
Flee  far  away! 

Dreams,   Dreams,  mystical  Dreams — 

That  come  when  the  waves  are  asleep, 
When  the  moon  shineth  down  in  her  beauty  sublime, 
And  the  world  is  forgot,  and  all  space,  and  all  time- 
Close,  closer  creep! 
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A  THOUGHT. 

We  pause  and  try  to  catch  the  echoing  strains, 
Then  sigh — yet  press  together  with  a  tenderer  kiss, 

And  turn  our  searching  eyes  to  heaven  again, 
To  seek  the  glories  that  our  frailties  miss. 

And  lo!      Within  that  placid  arch  of  blue, 

Like  thoughts  which  rest  upon  a  Godly  brow, 

White  fleecy  clouds  stretch  down  to  me  and  you, 
To  raise  our  souls,  these  heavenly  visions  bow. 

Strong  winds  sweep  up  from  out  the  vasty  deep, 
Before  whose  breath  all  meaner  things  must  die, 

And  we  are  left,  as  children  hushed  to  sleep, 
On  Nature's  breast,  together  you  and  I. 

And  when  the  dawn,  with  human  warmth  shall  break, 
We'll  rise,  clasp  hands,  and  walk  towards  the  sea, 

Seeking  all  truth,  with  calmness,  for  the  sake 
Of  all  men,  wending  towards  Eternity. 


IN  A  YACHT. 

The  breeze  is  blowing,  the  green  sea's  flowing, 
As  we  lie  'neath  the  sail  and  dream; 

The  salt  spray's  flinging,  our  faces  stinging, 
While  the  gulls  sweep  up  with  a  scream. 

1  lie  years  are  darting! — a  sudden  parting; 

A  laugh,  or  a  look  of  pain — 
Then,  when  our  meeting,  and  what  our  greeting? 

In  the  sun,  or  the  blinding  rain? 
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LOVE  SONG. 

Sleep,    sleep!    light   of   my   heart, 

While  the  stars  creep  out  in  the  sky; 
Sleep,  sleep,  while  the  wattle  blooms  droop, 
And  tenderly  o'er  thee  I  stoop,   I  stoop — 
Sleep! — I  am  nigh. 

Dream,    dream!    star   of   my    night, 

While  the  moon  floats  softly  away; 
Dream,    dream,   while   the   stilly   winds   steal, 
And    gently    beside    thee    I    kneel,    I    kneel — 
Dream — while  I  pray! 

Wake,   wake!    life  of   my   life! 

The   stars   wane    from   silver   to   grey; 
Wake,  wake!   the  sun  blossoms  shine, 
My  heart  pulses  strangely  with  thine,   with   thine 

Wake!— it  is  day! 


QUESTIONING. 

What  do  we  live  for?      What  do  we  crave 
On   snow-capped  peak,   or  on  restless  wave? 
What  makes  the  heart  throb  wild  and  fast? 
What  is  it  breaks  that  heart  at  last? 

Is    it    a    smile    from    eyes    that    shine 
With   a   wondrous   light   that   is   half   divine? 
Is't  the  touch  of  a  hand  that  is  firm  and  true. 
Stirring  the   life-blood   through   and    through? 

Where  is  this  glory  that  man  would  find? — 
Oh,   that  our  eyes  had  not  grown  blind, 
But  could  see  it  flooding  the  earth  and  sea, 
And  claim  it  as  ours  eternally! 

But  when  this  struggling  life  of  pain 
Has  swiftly  leaped  to  its  source  again, 
Souls  which  the  worlds  in  vain  divide, 
Are  merged  in  one  by  the  Endless  Tide. 


20 


AFTER  MANY  DAYS. 

My  old  feet  cross  the  threshold, 
Where  my  young  feet  danced  along; 

My  old  voice  is  hushed  in  silence, 
Where  once  it  was  raised  in  song. 

Up  the  wide  old  stairs  I   am  creeping — 
My  feet  seem  to  know  each  stair — 

But  my  heart  is  aching — aching — 
For  the  voices  which  echoed  there. 

In  my  old  sunny  room  I  linger, 
With  its  faded  hangings  of  blue — 

Where  I  never  could  dream  too  often 
1  hose  dreams,  which  never  came  true! 

My   thin  old   hands  are  shaking, 

As  each  dear  spot  I  seek; 
And   old,   old   tears   are   slowly 

Coursing  down  my  cheek. 


The  rambling,  grass-grown  garden, 
With   its   lavender-scented  ways, 

Lies  still  in  the  old  white  moonlight, 
As  sweet  as  in  other  days. 

I  gaze  on  the  blossoming  pear  tree, 

Powdered   on   every   limb, 
And  my   lips  cannot  cease  their  trembling, 

My   eyes   are   strangely   dim. 

The  river  still  is  sleeping 

Beneath  the  star-shine's  gleam, 

And  I  look  for  the  old  boat  gliding 
Silently  up  the  stream. 

I  strain  to  catch  the  echo 

Of  the  songs  so  sweetly  sung, 

When  life,  and  the  song,  and  the  singer, 
And  my  own  heart,  were  young. 

I   close   my   wrinkled   eye-lids, 

But   the   tears   still   scald   and   burn, 

In  a  sad  old  heart  which  is  breaking 
hor  those  who  will  never  return. 


Then  a  strong  hand  touches  my  hand, 
My  troubled  brow  smoothes  straight, 

And  tender  eyes  answer  my  eyes — 
I   am   content  to   wait. 

Only  the  night-tide  is  drifting 

Up  from  the  infinite  sea, — 
But  I  feel  the  breath  of  the  "Has  Been,' 

1  he  dawn  of  the  "Is  to  be." 


TO  A  SEAGULL. 

Swift-winged   prophet   of   the  coming   storm, 

Wheeling  across  the  bay, 
With  the  mournful  cry  of  the  shrill  South  Wind, 

And  wings  of  the  salt  sea  spray! 

Art  thou  the  spirit  of  some  sightless  soul, 

Whom  thought  fiends   follow  fast 
O'er  the  sorrowful  sea,  with  its  sob  and  its  sigh, 

With  the  shriek  of  the  shivering  blast? 

Or  art  thou  the  child  of  the  shadowless  sea, 

To  sport  in  her  curling  crest, 
In  the  sunny  morn,  and  at  eventide, 

Crooned  to  sleep  on  her  breast? 

Do  you  laugh  as  you  brave  the  billowy  bay, 

To  see  how  we  mortals  quail? 
While  you  only  wing  your  wilder  way 

With  the  kiss  of  the  coming  gale. 
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It  leaps,  and  it  cringes,  then  shrieks  up  the  shore, 
While  the  gray  mists  trail  behind, 

O'er  that  spirit-bird,  with  its  wheeling  wings! — 
Thou  Soul  of  the  salt  South  Wind! 


A  THOUGHT. 

A  jasmine   bloomed   in   a   tangled   hedge, 
And  the  sun,  with  a  tender  glee, 

Kissed   open   the   sleeping   eyelids   white, 
And   filled   them  with  love   for  me. 

A  cold  breath  blew  on  my  jasmine  flower, 
Whirled  its  petals  o'er  land  and  sea; 

But  the  incense  sweet  from  its  innocent  heart, 
Lies  close  in   the  heart  of  me. 
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A  WISH. 

What  shall  I  wish  for  thee?      All  that  is  gay, 

Fair  and  sweet  as  a  Summer  day? 

A  life  of  careless  pleasure  and  ease, 

Say!      Shall  I  wish  for  thee  any  of  these? 

Shall  I  wish  thee  riches  of  gems  and  gold, 
Or  crown  thee  with  laurel  of   fame  untold; 
Or  is  it  a  life  of  endless  rest, 
Surrounded  by  all  whom  thy  heart  loves  best? 

Nay!      None  of  these  wishes   I  wish   for  thee- 
Something  grander   my  wish  must  be, 
For  gorgeous  Summer  must  sink  to  grey, 
And  gems  and  laurels  will  pass  away — 

I  wish  thee  a  life  that  is  full  and  strong, 
With   friends   to   guide  when   the   way  is   long- 
And  just  sufficient  of  sun  and  shower 
To  open  thy  soul  like  a  beautiful  flower. 


AFFINITY. 

I  wandered  through  a  lonely  plain, 

And  all  the  rivulets  and  rills, 
Which  foretime  soothed  my  soul's  deep  pain, 
And   turned  hot   tears   to  cooling  rain, 

Seemed  far  beyond  the  sunlit  hills. 

My  heart  burned  dry  in  choking  dust, 
Like  ashes  on  an  unused  hearth, 

All  my  being  felt  it  must 

Die  slowly  'neath  corrupting  rust, 

And  bleach  upon  this  unknown  path. 

You    came!      I    raised    my    dimming    eyes, 

Then   instantly   my   spirit   knew, 
And   whispered   low   in   glad   surprise — 
"See!    all   the  world   in   sunshine   lies! — 

1  find  a  world-old  friend  in  you!" 
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As  mutual   eyes  rekindled   light, 

Through  ages  and  through  cycles  past, 
We  surely  were  fast  friends  whose  might 
Sustained    each    other    through    the    night 
Of  Fate — Once  more,  we  meet  at  last! 

Away  through  the  Poets'  Garden-land 

We  wander,   breathing  perfume  sweet; 
Philosophy's  unending  strand 
We  pace,  and  lo!   the  darkening  sand 
Gleams  in  the  dawn-light  at  our  feet- 

Our  high  ideal  stands  alone, 

No  clouds  obscure  her  brow  serene; 
Unbending    rocks,    each    joy,    each    moan, 
Now   stands   out   clear,    a   stepping-stone, 
To  all  we  long   for — dimly  seen. 

A  wind  sweeps  through  us  from  the  sea, 
Where  peaceful  billows  gladly  shine; 
The  blue  sky  spreads  one   canopy 
O'er  all  the  world,   o'er  thee,  o'er  me — 
O   Friend  of   mine!      O   Friend  of   mine! 


SONNET— TO  SERENITY. 

Upon  the  storm-swept  cliffs  of  life  you  stand — 
Around  thee  ever)'  gale  remorseless  sweeps, 
And  prostrate  on  thy  heart  all  sorrow  weeps — 
Yet  thou  are  grand — Yea,  thou  art  truly  grand! 
1  hy  feet,  where  winds  are  curling  soft  sea  sand, 
Are  scored  and  ridged  in  old  and  cruel  scars, 
But  those  brave  eyes,   communing  with  the  stars, 
The  depths  and  heights  of  human  lives  have  scanned. 
No    blindness    moulded    thai    eternal    calm 
Which   glows   upon   thy   brow!      It  was   a   soul 
Drawing  deep  breath  for  breath  with  all  humanity, 
Alike  in  storm  and  shine — without  a  qualm — 
Knowing  to  be  all-wise,  the  appointed  roll 
Of    each    Sea-wave! — God-like    Serenity. 


CONFESSION. 

You  ask  me  if  I   love?      I  cannot  tell — 
I  only  know  that  with  thee  all  is  well! 
The  flowers  are  brighter  when  thou  passeth  by, 
When  thou  art  near  the  river  cannot  sigh, 
The  wavelets  ripple  with  a  tender  glee, 
And  find  an  echo  in  the  heart  of  me. 

You  ask  me  if  I  love?      How  can  I  say? 

I  only  know  that  with  thee  all  is  day! 

Sweet  thoughts  sweep  up  with  every  tide  that  flows, 

And  music  swells  in  every  breeze  that  blows — 

With  thee  there's  glory  in  both  sea  and  shore, 

In  storm,  in  calm — I  cannot  tell  thee  more. 

Still  asking  if  I  love?      I  will  not  chide, 
For  when  thou'rt  near  my  heart  is  open  wide 
To  smile,  and  clasp  all  things  in  sympathy, 
If  only  I  may  smile,  dear  friend,  with  thee — 
E'en  'mid  the  mists,  with  thee  all  things  shine  clearly. 
If  this  be  love — ah,  then — I  love  thee  dearly. 


SONNET— TO  A  FRIEND. 

I  do  not  bend  the  knee,  nor  prostrate  lie 
With  abject  mein,  nor  even  kiss  thy  hand 
In  servitude — but  all  the  world  seems  grand, 

And  life  is  very  sweet  when  thou  art  nigh! 

I  do  not  deem  thee  noblest  'neath  God's  sky — 
But  thou  art  good — thy  life  is  nobly  planned, 
Loving,  alike  in  praise  or  reprimand — 

Before  thy  thoughts  all  meaner  things  must  die. 

So  may  we  gaze  within  each  other's  eyes 
And  there  find  truth — we  need  no  other  sign 
Of  all  the  love  which  links  us  to  the  end. 

As  silently  life's  currents  ebb  and  rise, 

Clasp  my  two  hands  and  hold  them  fast  in  thine, 
Thro'   dawn  and  midnight,  joy  and  pain,   My 
Friend ! 


THE  FORSAKEN  MOON. 

A  still  lagoon,  where  the  silent  Moon, 
Mirrored   her   fair   pale   face, 

And  the  bright  stars  creep,  and  shyly  peep, 
As  they  pause  in  their  heavenly  race. 

1  he  dingoes  howl  as  they  nightly  prowl, 
And  the  note  of  the  sad  curlew 

Wailed  out  again,  o'er  the  ghostly  plain 
NVhere  the  wattle  blossoms  blew. 

A  faint  breeze  stirred — the  water  heard — 
And  the  Moon  and  stars  forlorn, 

Passed  out  of  sight  to  the  grave  of  night. 
As  her  water-love  kissed  the  dawn. 
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TO  POETS  OF  AN  HOUR. 

Woe   to   you,    senseless   bardlings;   cease    from   your 

paltry   rhyme, 
Enough  of  your  earth-born  verses,  enough  of  the  mud 

and  slime 
You  moan,  and  groan,  and  whimper,  and  rail  like  a 

helpless   fool, 
Then  bow  in  a    mock    submission,    calling    yourself 

"God's  tool." 

"God's   tool?"     Forsooth,    and    a   sorry   place    had 

been  this  beautiful  world 
If  such  as  you  were  the  weapons  by  whom  it  was 

first  unfurled — 
Your  poisonous  verse  may  wither,  forgotten  pou  pass 

Life's  span, 
But  your  death-dealing  thought  may  linger  somewhere 

in  the  heart  of  a  man. 
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You  wail  for  the  Past  that  has  vanished,  you  drown 
the  Present  in  tears, 

And   leave  no   hope   for  the   Future,   no  joy  in   the 
coming  years; 

You  peer  into  noisome  caverns,  the  darkest  ways  you 
seek, 

Then,    instead    of    Nature's    music,    you    echo    the 
maniac's  shriek. 

You  bluster  and  say,  "It  is  real!      I  paint  these  things 
as  they  be!" 

Yes!      The  slime  and   the  ooze  is   real — but  so   is 
the  Infinite  Sea. 

The  rain  descends  on  the  earth,  refreshing,  and  soft, 
and  sweet, 

But  'tis  only  changed  to  mud-pools,  when  trampled  by 
human  feet. 

From  a  life  of  sin  and  folly  your  cowardly  steps  des- 
cend, 

So  you  give  up  your  sword,  and  call  upon  Death  as 
your  only  Friend. 

Friendship  to  you  is  a  name — Love  but  an  empty 
cry — 

Does  that  help  a  man  to  live,  or  help  a  woman  to  die? 


Down  with  your  maudlin  verses,  shame  on  you  one 
and  all! 

1  he  world  stretches  arms  for  succour,  and  thus  you 
answer  her  call! 

Go  up  to  the  high  blue  mountains — alone  on  the 
endless  wave, 

And  hark  to  the  voice  of  Nature,  majestic,  and  glad, 
and  brave! 

Open  your  heart  to  the  tempests,  which  blow  from 
the  gates  of  the  Dawn — 

Flinging  your  past  behind  you,  knowing  yourselr  new- 
born. 

Courage,  Devotion,  and  Friendship,  Purity,  Truth, 
and  Love, 

Should  be  the  song  of  the  Poet,  divining  the  strain 
from  above. 


SONNET— TO  "A  MAN  WITH  A  PAST." 

I  bid  thee  rise!      The  sun  of  the  Past  Day 
Has  set  in   crimson — and   the   inky   night 
Of    grim    despair,    which    knew    no    guiding    light — 
Nor  cared  to  know — All  these  have  passed  away. 
Gaze  thou  with  soul-filled  eyes  beyond  the  Deep, 
And  lo!      A  light  suffuses  all  the  sea — 
A  new,  pure,  radiant  day  breaks  forth  for  thee, 
From  out  the  space  where  old  sad  days  now  sleep. 
And  if  a  wind  sweeps  up  from  out  the  Past, 
By  pale  Remorse  attuned  to  shuddering  sighs, 
On  God's  Aeolian  harp-strings  let  it  play — 
Then  music  echoes  from  the  sobbing  blast, 
From  storm  and  rain,  a  deep-souled  calm  doth  rise, 
While   Sympathy   vibrates   through   all — Accept   the 
Day! 
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A  BREEZY  MORNING. 

Blow,   ye  winds,   o'er  the  sunlit  waters, 
Chasing  the  shadows  across  the  bay — 

A  flying  ripple,  a  burst  of  laughter, 
Then  speeding  on  to  the  deep  sea-way. 

Your  breath  is  sweet  with  that  buoyant  freshness, 
Borne  from  the  hills  in  the  soft  dawn-light, 

And  the  fleeting  scent  of  the  yellow  wattle 
Fills  my  heart  with  a  strange  delight! 

Blow,  ye  winds,  how  the  waters  tremble, 

In  light  and  shade,  'neath  your  fleeting  kiss, 

And  every  wave  in  a  mimic  measure 
Beats  its  heart  to  your  song  of  bliss. 

Fill  my  sails  in  the  warm,  white  sunlight — 
Madly,  madly  the  sun-winds  fly — 

Thro*   the  blue   of   the  water   dashing, 

'Neath  the  deeper  blue  of  a  Southern  sky. 

Blow,  ye  winds,  through  my  inmost  being, 
Sweep,  and  quiver,  and  flash,  and  die — 

Leaping   on    through    the    sunlit    weather, 
Alone  thro'  the  worlds,  the  wind  and  I. 


SMILES  OR  TEARS? 

Dear  one,  when  suns  are  shining  on  the  Sea, 

When  waves  lie  still,  and  winds  are  hushed  to  rest, 
And  sea-birds  sleep  upon  the  Ocean's  breast, 

I  dream- — but  there's  a  world  'twixt  thee  and  me! 

But  when  we  smile — because  we  dare  not  sigh, 
And  use  brave  words,  to  kill  another's  fears — 
These  human  echoes  to  our  joys  or  tears! — 

Tho'  leagues  divide,  I  feel  your  very  nigh. 

Dear  one,  it  is  to  thee  alone  I  creep 

For  strength  to  make  my  trembling  lips  smile  true, 
For  wisdom  and  for  love  I  turn  to  you — 

Is't  selfish  that  to  thee  alone  I  weep? 

Here  on  Life's  shore  I  grasp  thy  strong,  brown  hand — 
Smiles  are  so  hard,  and  tears — within  thine  arms 
Bring  such  a  comfort,  and  such  heavenly  calms — 

Dear  one,  you  understand?      You  understand. 
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AT  EVENING. 

The  joy-filled  Day  has  passed  unto  another  land, 
And  in  the  deepening  Dusk,  wet  sea-weeds  in  my  hand, 
I  linger  on  the  sea-churned,  silent  sand. 

The  beaten,  bare,  brown  beaches  trail  away  in  space, 
And  lose  themselves  in  tender  Night's  embrace, 
As  if  they  knew  no  other  resting  place. 

The  mist  creeps  slowly  in,  heavy  with  Autumn  rain, 
The  waves  steal  up  the  sand,  and  fall  away  again; 
Have  they  e'er  felt  the  haste  of  joy,  or  hope,  or  pain? 

A  long  low  line  of  surf  gleams  whitely  thro*  the  gray, 
A  fitful  fishing  light  shows  far  beyond  the  bay; 
I  place  the  wet  weeds  where  they  love  to  be, 
I  press  them  with  still  lips,  and  give  them  to  the  sea. 


"NARRABEEN." 

O  Narrabeen,  O  Narrabeen,  had  I  but  one  day  more 
To  live  on  earth,  I'd  wander  upon  thy  sunny  shore! 
WKere  waves  come  splashing,  crashing,  and  dashing, 

up  the  sand, 

To  the  tones  of  mighty  music  they  only  understand. 
Those  great,  grand  waves  on  a  waste  of  green — 
O  Narrabeen,  O  Narrabeen. 

O  Narrabeen,  O  Narrabeen,  do  you  remember  still 
The  silver  stars  all  floating  across  the  purple  hill, 
The  tides  had  fallen  seaward,  the  sands  lay  wet  and 

bare, 
And   all  the  world  was   Paradise,   as  we  wandered 

dreaming  there. 

Can  I  ever  forget  that  dream? 
O  Narrabeen,   O  Narrabeen. 


O   Narrabeen,   O   Narrabeen,    the  white   sails   never 

returned, 
Tho'   I  watched   till   the   gorgeous  Summer  into  the 

Autumn  burned, 
Till  the  cruel  winds  of  Winter  died  in  the  arms  of 

Spring, 
And  the  sea-birds  wheeled  and  circled  once  more  upon 

the  wing. 

The  sea  closed  over  the  "Might-have-been," 
O  Narrabeen,  O  Narrabeen! 

O  Narrabeen,  O  Narrabeen,  had  I  but  one  day  more, 
I'd  gladly  sleep  for  ever,  upon  thy  sea-swept  shore — 
Perhaps  in  some  dim  waking,  when  dreams  have  pas- 
sed away, 

A  sail  will  steal  at  sunset  across  the  silent  bay — 
A  mistless  bay  in  the  Unseen — 
O  Narrabeen,  O  Narrabeen. 


TO  

Tell  me,  dear,  while  the  winds  are  calling, 
Tell  me,  dear,  you  are  growing  wise? 

Turn  your  face  where  the  lamplight's  falling, 
And  let  me  gaze,  dear,  within  your  eyes. 

Dear,  dear  eyes,  mine  own  eyes  greeting, 
Braver,  dear,  than  when  last  we  met! 

Gone  is  the  passion  wild  and  fleeting, 
The  foolish  deed  and  the  mad   regret. 

Now  in  their  depths  is  no  repining, 

No  hopeless  shadows  betray  their  sight, 

But  a  brave  man's  peace  is  there  reclining, 
And  a  tender  ray  of  unearthly  light. 

The  old  thoughts  still  at  times  are  paining, 
But  new-born  hopes  will  swiftly  rise — 

After  the  storm,  and  wind,  and  raining, 
Purer  grow  the  emerging  skies. 
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BAROONA. 

There's  a  sun-kissed  bay,  which  lies  alway 

Asleep  in  the  heart  of  the  hills, 
And  the  quivering  light,  with  a  strange  delight 
O'er  the  trees  and  the  water  thrills. 
Oft  in  my  dreams  I  shall  hie  to  thee, 
Fair  bay,  shut  in  from  the  sounding  sea! 

There's  a  sea-swept  crag  where  the  gull  and  the  shag 

Wheel  through  the  warm,  bright  day — 
Where  wild  thoughts  fly  through  the  earth  and  the  sky, 
And  trail  through  the  jewelled  spray — 

Where  the  soul  is  one  with  the  wind  and  the  sun, 
As  a  life  that  is  new,  or  a  life  that  is  done. 

Where  the  wavelets  croon  to  the  silent  moon, 

_ 
We  lie  'neath  the  shadowy  sail — 

But  sweet  songs  die,  in  a  long-drawn  sigh, 
And  sink  in  the  waters  pale. 

Thoughts  and  fears — aye,  a  dimness  of  tears, 
For  to-morrow  we  part  on  the  sea  of  years. 

Sunlight  and  starlight,  laughter  and  sighs, 
Meetings,  and  greetings,  and  quick  good-byes; 
Hours  that  fleet  with  the  mystic  beams, 
But  surely  to  live  in  our  thoughts  and  our  dreams. 
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A  GARLAND  OF  FLOWERS. 

In  my  garden  old  I  would  roam  with  thee, 
And  the  winds  would  whisper  low, 

And  the  flowers  would  tell  thee  a  thousand  things 
In  a  language  no  lips  can  know. 

Mayhap  in  the  trees  and  the  grass  and  the  sky, 
Thro'  the  tranquil  and  sunny  hours, 

I  might,   as  they  do  in  Eastern  lands, 
Tell  the  tale  of  my  heart  in  flowers. 

I  would  give  thee  a  wisp  of  Quaker's  Grass, 

Quivering  with  vague  alarm — 
'Twill  only  forget  its  trembling 

When  it  lies  at  peace  in  your  palm. 

From  a  ruined  wall  I  pluck  thee  a  spray 

Of    Ivy    for    Friendship's    sake, 
It  only  gathers  its  arms  more  close, 

When  brighter  blossoms  forsake. 

May  the  Crocus  in  the  grass  spring  up 
For   Gladness,    'neath   thy   tread — 

And  Pansies,   too,  with  tender  Thoughts, 
A   fragrance   round  thee  spread. 
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Ferns  I'd  place  within  thy  hand, 

Sincerity  to  thee — 
A  White  Chrysanthemum  for  "Truth" 

Thro'  all  Eternity. 

I  come  to  thee  with  both  hands  full 
Of  the   strange  old-fashioned   Balm, 

Sweet  Sympathy — and  an  Olive  branch 
For  Peace  and  God-like  calm. 

Violets  blue  and   Daisies  white 

In   my   story  play   their  part; 
And  Honeysuckles  weave  their  chains 

All  closely  round  thy  heart. 

And  a  Rose  I  would  give  thee  last  of  all, 
Where  the  sun,  and  the  dew,  and  the  r?.in, 

Have    fallen    asleep    in    unison, 
And  never  can   leave  it  again. 

Open  thy  heart  to  the  sunlight, 

The  grey,  and  the  gold,  and  the  green — 
And  you'll  hear  the  sweet  garden  voices 

Whispering  all  that  I  mean. 


LOVE. 

"Why  is  your  brow  so  calm,  dear?" 
God's  strong  hand  rested  there — 

"Then  his  golden  wings  must  have  swept,  dear, 
Over  your  rippling  hairT' 

"Why  is  you  mouth  so  sweet,  dear?" 
Two   thoughts   lurk,   in  either  end, 

And  play  hide  and  seek  with  kisses, 

Till  they  meet  in  the  smile  of  a   friend. 

"Why  are  your  eyes  so  bright,  love?" 

I  dreamed  that  you  looked  in  them,  dear, 

And  God  looked  over  your  shoulder, 
Perhaps  that  is  the  reason,  dear! 
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LOVE  (CHILD  AND  MAN). 

"Love"  looked  at  a  slender  maiden, 
Whose  heart  was  an  innocent  shrine, 

And  he  said — "I  will  up  and  conquer! 
All  maidens'  hearts  are  mine!" 

But  his  arrows  all  fell  in  the  rushes — 
And  the  maiden  sadly  smiled 

As  he  threw  down  his  empty  quiver, 
And  stormed  and  wept  like  a  child! 

And  the  maiden's  eyes  were  saddened, 
As  she  knew  "Love"  and  she  must  part, 

She  knew  he  was  only  making 
A   toy   of   her   woman   heart. 

"Love"  came  again — Thro'  the  twilight 
He  gazed  at  the  maid  and  her  shrine, 

And  said,  as  he  knelt  at  the  altar, 
"The  heart  of  my  heart  is  thine!" 


The  maiden  looked  for  the  child  "Love," 
As  he  wept  where  the  river  ran — 

But  he'd  wandered  away  to  Life's  battle, 
And  "Love"  had  returned  as  a  Man. 

The  maiden  knelt  at  the  altar, 

Her  heart  by  "Love's"  heart  she  laid, 

And  lo!      God  took  one  to  Heaven, 

And  left  one  between  "Love"  and  the  maid. 
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TO  NEW  ZEALAND. 

There's  a  land  where  the  wind  is  blowing 

Fitfully  thro'   the  trees, 
Sweeping   in   waves   through   the   wheat-fields, 

Dying  in  sighs  o'er  the  leas. 

A  land  where  the  blue  of  Heaven, 
Plays  hide  and  seek  with  the  gray, 

Where  the  sun,  and  the  showers,  and  the  shadows, 
Quiver  and  steal  away. 

'Tis  a  land  where  the  purple  mountains 

Weep  to  the  rippling  rills, 
Where  the  mist  of  a  silent  sadness 

Lies  on  the  distant  hills. 

Like  a  maid  'neath  a  spell  enchanted, 

In  her  robes  of  purple  and  green, 
The  gold  of  her  hair  round  her   falling, 

She  is  sleeping — a  lonely  queen. 

The  sea  steals  up  in  wonder, 

And  lies  on  her  gentle  breast, 
While   a   jewelled   sunbeam   sparkles, 

From   each   billowy,   wind-swept   crest. 
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1  he  sand  with  a  silent  pity, 

Thro'   the  wind,   and  the  rain,   and  the  heat, 
Its  beautiful  yellowing  mantle, 

Has  cast  o'er  her  tender  feet. 

And  the  sun  will  pause  in  his  splendour, 

Kissing  her  still  closed  eyes, 
1  hen  veils  his  face  in  the  white  mist, 

With  the  saddest  of  silent  sighs. 

And   the  wind  will  whisper   softly 
His  heart  in  her  spell-bound  ears, 

But  she  sleeps — still  sleeps,  and  he  leaves  her, 
With  a  sudden  burst  of  tears. 

Thro'  the  spring,  and  the  glowing  summer, 

Daisies  and   fair   field  flowers, 
Blow   round  her   lifeless  beauty, 

Through  the  length  of  the  murmuring  hours. 

And  the  sky,  and  the  sea,  and  the  mountains, 

Beautiful,  grand,   and  fair, 
Are  keld  by  the  passionate  patience 

That  reigneth  everywhere. 


TO  LAKE  WAKATIPU,  N.Z. 
MORNING. 

Up  roll  the  clouds,  which  hid  a  little  while 

The  glorious  sun,   from  the  great  silent  hills; 

Now,  in  their  joy,  they  burst  their  hearts,  and  forth 
It  leaps  in  cataracts  and  thousand  rills. 

The  cold  and  snowy  peaks  uplift  their  heads  to  God, 
And  His  great  sun  crowns  them  with  gleams  of 
fire — 

In  the  wild,  fragrant  bush,  the  thrilling-throated  birds, 
till  the  soft  dawn,  as  with  a  joy-strung  lyre. 

And  all  around,  beyond,  the  water,  pearl  and  blue, 
Laughs  about  the  feet  of  rocky  giants  bold, 

Binds  them  in  a  chain  of  ever-changing  rays, 
Forged  by  the  sun  to  bonds  of  living  gold. 


TO  LAKE  WAKATIPU,  N.Z. 
EVENING. 

Where  the  purple  mists  of  night 

Softly  fold  the  rugged  hills, 
In  a  sweet  and  tender  light, 

To  the  music  of  the  rills. 

Where  the  white  moon  looketh  down, 
'Mid   her   gleaming   train   of   stars, — 

One   bright   jewel    in    her   crown — 
Through   the   mystic   opal   bars. 

Where  the  fleecy  clouds  and  grey, 

Float  away  into  the  deep, 
I  here   to  seek   another  day, 

Leaving  Wakatip  asleep. 

Where   the   silence   and   the   peace — 
Hand  of  a  great,  tender  God — 

Lays   a   spirit  of   release, 

On    the   paths   which   men    have   trod. 
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To  every  rill  that  springs  from  purple  mountains. 
That  day  must  come  when  o'er  some  rocky  crest, 

It's  liquid  life  is  spilt,  and  flung  tumultuous, 

It  falls,  to  flow  no  more  back  to  the  mountain's 
breast. 

Yet  every  cloud  of  spray,  wild  tears  of  sorrow, 

Within  the  Pool  of  Peace  will  rest  to-morrow. 

To  every  morn  that  breaks  in  golden  glory, 

The  night  must  come,  with  shadows  long  and  grey, 
With  mists  that  lie  upon  the  sleeping  river, 

And  fickle,  laughing  winds,  that  steal  away. 
Yet  as  Day  sinks  to  rest — its  bright  beams  falling, 
A  thousand  lovely  stars  to  life  are  calling, 
And  in  the  silence  of  the  star-strewn  night, 
The  past  day  finds  new  birth,  within  the  Infinite. 
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IN  MY  GARDEN. 

Ah,  ye  soft,  tender  flowers — 
Yet  not  so  sweet  as  My  Sweet — 

Wilt  bear  a  message  for  me, 
For  me,  my  Ladye-love  greet? 

Yet  my  fingers  pause,  and  I  muse 
With  a  sigh  of  longing  regret — 

Why  should   I  pluck  your  innocent  life? 
The  tears  of  dew  gleam  wet. 

What  is  it  I  hear  you  whisper? 

"We  are  gems  from  a  hand  divine, 
And  God  taught  us  of  no  greater  glory 

Than  to  deck  thy  Ladye-love's  shrine." 

So  I  gathered  my  dainty  couriers, 

From  out  the  winding  ways, 
And  placed  in  each  petal  a  message 

Of  hope,  or  loving,  or  praise. 
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And  the  roses  whispered  with  laughter 

As  they  played  hide  and  seek  with  the  bee, 
"We'll  lie  close,  close  to  her  wakening  heart, 

And  steal  it  away  for  thee!" 

And  tender  sprays  of  Forget-me-not, 

Which  throbbed  with  my  kisses,  were  there — 
And  they  said,  "We  will  leave  our  burden  of  love 

On  her  eyes,  and  her  lips,  and  her  hair." 

But  the  Violets,  sweet  Nuns  in  their  purple, 
Said,  "We'll  teach  her  the  Prayers  of  Love, 

And  show  her  the  way  to  Heaven." 

My  Love,  O  My  Love,  O  My  Love! 


SONNET. 

Unhappy  Soul — whose   longings   madly   trend 
Like  famished  fires,  with  swift  increasing  speed 
O'er  stalwart  sapling,  and  o'er  quivering  reed — 
Heedless  of  all  things  but  its  longing's  end! 
Ah    Foolish   Soul — where   cooling   breezes   blew, 
And  lovely  flowers  of  thought  bloomed  in  the  way, 
Hot  tempests  scorch,  and  pensive  Yesterday 
Leaves   desolate   To-day,    and   claims   the   calm   you 

knew. 

And  know'st  thou  not,  blind  Heart,  thy  very  goal 
By  thine  own  longing  shall  stand  changed  and  dumb; 
Quench  thy  destroying  fire  within  the  sea 
Of  Selflessness,  and  rise  until  thy  soul 
Is  worthy  of  its  longing — Then  shall  come 
With  outstretched  hands,  thine  own  Heart's  wish  to 

thee. 
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TO  AN  ABSENT  FRIEND. 

Life's  road  has  many  a  winding  turn, 

Which  hides  our  faces  from  each  other's  sight, 

But  still  we  feel  the  self-same  sun  by  day, 
And  gaze  upon  the  self-same  stars  by  night. 

And  now  and  then,  perchance,  within  a  glade, 
We  meet,  and  know  the  peace  and  perfect  rest 

Which  shall  be  ours  when  we  have  left  the  road, 
And  entered  through  the  portals  of  the  West. 

But  oft  we  leave  a  token,  that  a  friend, 

Passing  that  way,  may — in  a  rough-hewn  tree, 

A   broken   twig,    a    fragrant,    dewy    flower — 
Find  thoughts  of  Friendship  and  of  Sympathy. 

And  so  I  send  you  these  small  leaves  of  thought, 
Which  I  have  paused  to  gather  by  the  way, 

Frail,  withering  leaves,  but  seeing  them  you'll  know 
A  friend  is  thinking  thoughts  of  you  to-day. 


INFLUENCE. 
A  SONNET  ON  A  FOSSIL. 

E'en  as  some  unknown  beast  of  byegone  days, 
In  roaming  on  the  margin  of  a  long-forgotten  Sea, 
Left  there  a  footprint,  which  the  rise  and  fall 
Of  mountains,    aye    of   Worlds,    by    Nature's    calm 

decree, 

Could  never  change — E'en  as  some  dainty  fern, 
Now  lost  to  Earth,  is  still  in  Nature's  heart 
Treasured,  a  perfect  gem,  from  whose  frail  mould 
Unnumbered  cycles  could  not  steal  one  part. 
E'en  as  unconscious  beast,  unconscious  fern, 
Have  writ  their  records  on  great  Nature's  plan, 
Do  we  not  oft  unwittingly  in  life, 
Write  lines  indelible  upon  the  heart  of  man. 
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TO  A  GIRL. 

A  maiden  lies  asleep  on  the  shore 

Of  Life's  Stream,  with  its  eddy  and  whirl— 

I  almost  would  that  its  echoing  tide 
Never  might  waken  thee,  girl. 

You  have  never  waked  except  Li  a  land 

Of  fragrant  and  sunny  gleams, 
Would  that  the  tide  might  leave  thee  there, 

Asleep  in  the  land  of  dreams. 

And  yet — and  yet — could  I  wish  that  thou, 
With  a  soul,  and  a  heart,  and  a  mind, 

Shouldst  lie  like  a  seaweed,  high  on  the  sand, 
By  the  ebb  tide  left  behind? 

No,   little  girl,   though  Life  may  bring 
Anguish,    and    hunger,    and    thirst, 

Before  the  cruellest  pain  of  all, 
The   gladdest   of   joys   come    first. 
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And   the  joy   is  worth  the  sorrow, 

Worth  all  the  pains  of  hell, — 
And  they'll  come  to  thee,   yes,   they'll  come,   girl, 

But   you'll   have   your   Heaven   as  well. 

Rather  be  bruised  and  battered 

By  the  pitiless  eddy  and  swirl, 
Rather  be  drowned  in  the  ocean, 

Than  never  know  wakening,  girl. 

Your  heart  will  arise  from  Life's  eddies, 
As  the  vapours  arise  from  the  sea — 

Leaving  the  dross  with  the  whirlpool — 
Untrammelled,    purified,    free. 

For  a  Heaven  that's  born  in  anguish, 
A  heart  that  has  drunk  the  full  bowl, 

Knows  nought  of  the  limits  of  Life,  girl, 
But  lives  in  the  Infinite  Soul. 
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IGNORANCE. 

Like  shadowy  sails  across  a  shadowy  sea, 
Where  mists  rise  up,  and  fade  mysteriously, 
Strange  glimpses  of  grand  thoughts  oft  come,  yet  seem 
To  us,  but  echoes  of  a  waking  dream. 

And  so  we  lie  upon  the  sandy  shore, 

Content  to  watch  the  mists,   and  know  no  more — 

Afraid  to  rise  and  prove  that  they  are  real, 

Lest  we  may  lose  what  seems  to  us  ideal. 

We  gaze  with  languid  pleasure  at  the  sight 
Of  what  we  think  is  fickle  Fancy's  flight, 
1  hen  fall  asleep — while  winds  arise  and  moan — 
And  when  we  wake,  the  shadowy  ships  have  flown. 

And  then  we  ask  the  World  if  ought  is  true, 
Above,  around,  beneath  the  ocean's  blue! 
Saying  that  Life  is  but  an  empty  trance, 
Instead  of  blaming  our  own  ignorance. 
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Rise  up,  instead  of  sleeping  by  the  tide, 

And  search  the  unknown  World  on  every  c-:dc, 

Ascend  some  lofty  peak  within  the  blue, 

Then  perhaps  you'll  see,  what  every  man  may  view: 

The  sun  of  Light  is  shining  o'er  the  sea, 
Upon  all  Time  and  all  Eternity; 
The  sails  no  longer  through  the  cold  mist  shine, 
Your    dreaming    Thoughts    have    proved    themselves 
divine. 


ALTER  EGO. 

Alter   Ego — Alter   Ego — 

Far  from  out  the  dim  Unknown, 
Down  the  pathway  of  the  Ages, 

We — One  Soul — have  walked  alone. 

Hand  in  hand  we  wandered  hither, 

From  World   to  World  we  wake — and   sleep — 
Each  a  part  of  each — and  ever 

Each  must  sow — the  other  reap. 

We  live,  and  then  we  sleep  a  little — 
God  gave  me  You,  when  Life  began — 

And  nought  in  all  the  Worlds  can  sever 
Age-long  Lovers — Maid  and  Man. 

We  live — we  sleep,   Death's   soft  refreshment, 
But  ah,  the  Waiting — mine  and  thine — 

Mortal  arms  seem  very  empty 
Waiting  the  eternal  sign. 
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My  body  is  for  you  a  Temple, 

The  heart  within  it  is  a  shrine, 
And  You  the  saint  I  worship  ever — 

Love  of  mine — O   Love  of   mine. 

And  my  spirit  arms  enfold  you, 
And  my  spirit  eyes  adore — 

The  love  of  all  my  inmost  being 
Round  your  being  I  must  pour. 

And  the  generous  outpouring 

Of  my  love,  makes  Life  for  You, 

Sweet  and  happy,  till  our  meeting 

In  the  time  when  Dreams  come  true. 

And  for  me  the  World  goes  singing 

To  the  music  of  the  sea, 
When  your  heart  to  mine  is  speeding, 

When  your  thoughts  are  warm  for  me. 

Alter  Ego!— Alter  Ego— 

From  dim  Unknown  to  dim  To-be, 
We   are   One, — and   God's   own    Lovers 

Through  the  great  Eternity. 
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